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of continuing by uniting utility with beauty; that I must not
therefore make fine manuscripts for the sake of making them,
but rather in connection with my own work; also that I must
form a natural hand that could be written quickly. These
principles having been arrived at, I began to practise a little.
if. and I went for a short walk in the forest last night. The
moon was nearly full and very bright. But the effect was dis-
appointing. I have noticed this before. To be at its best
moonlight wants to be seen over a large flat landscape or on
water. There is very little in the tree-tracery business-^sil-
houetted against the moon, etc.
Yesterday I walked along by the Seine again in the morning,
and constructed the short story which is ordered for delivery
by the end of the month. In the afternoon I seemed to do
nothing but oddments of high unimportance.
Wednesday, July 24$.
Madame Bergeret was telling us at dinner about Armand
Sylvestre, who knew her dead sister very well: what a bon
gar$on he was, and how he continued up to his death to pay
allowances to all the mistresses he had ever had. By the way,
he was never content with one at a time. She said that he talked
with the same free wit as was found in his stories, especially his
earlier stories*
Madame Bergeret gave us also a history about a pig with a
green tail, which she said happened to Sylvestre himself and was
used up in one of his early stories. I have noticed this in my
plot-book. I see no reason why I shouldn't use it in some form
myself.
" Rappacini's Daughter " in " Mosses from an Old Manse "
is a good story, in the Poe manner, quite equal to Poe. I must
find out which learnt from the other. Yesterday evening I began
to read Carlyle on Goethe. Much of the stuff was wordy and
too vaguely ecstatic, but his enthusiasm for Goethe inspired me
to read Goethe. Curiously, I had already ordered the " Con-
versations with Eckermann ".
Last night I received a note from Davray to say that my
French piece," Que Faire," would probably be played during the
winter, and asking me if I could supply a pidce gaie, or the
materials for one. It never rains but it pours. Two plays are
now decidedly on the carpet in London, and two others aie
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